REMINISCENCES

known) to attending a dinner-party where wine was
drunk by other men. Horace Greeley once amused Ms
friends and the public by writing all unconsciously of
the evil example given by men who ought to know
better, and who drank at dinner-parties their 4 cliquots
and their champagnes/ When joked with on the sub-
ject, Horace simply explained that he always thought
4 cliquot* was one sort of drink and champagne quite
another. He lived in modest apartments in the neigh-
bourhood of Union Square, New York, with his wife
and two daughters; and he had a pleasant country
home in a picturesque region not far from the city.
He was very fond of his country home and very proud
of his farming operations ; and his friends were fond of
telling all manner of stories about the odd and simple
ways in which his self-conceit as a farmer often dis-
played itself. One story was to the effect that when
taken to task on the subject of profit he had told a
friend triumphantly of a splendid crop of fruit which
he had brought to maturity by his own personal care,
and for which he recounted the exact prices he received
when he sent the fruit to market. ' Talk about profit,' he
said, in a tone of manly self-gratulation, 'how often do
you hear of profit like that on a crop of fruit ? ' His friend,
however, who was something of a sceptic, persisted in
asking embarrassing questions about the value of the
land, ite cost of the plants, the time occupied in planting
and pruning, in rearing and transporting, and so on;
and he found at last, without any surprise, that Greeley
had reckoned as profit all the money he received in the
market, and had taken no account whatever of land,
planting, labour, and time. Certain it was that Greeley's
personal pride was much more in his farming than in
the really commanding position he had won for himself
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